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v The Tragedy of Hamlet • 

Now the King drinkesto H^^.V^comcbeginne. 

Aud you the ludges beare a wary eye# 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

H am. One* 

Lacr . No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

.Oflr. A hie, a very palpable hrt* 

Laer . WeII,againe# 

King . Scay,giue me AvhkeflJamlet this.pearle is thine., 
Heeifes to thy health^giuchirn the cup. 

H [am: lie play this bout firft/et it by a while 
Come,another hit. What fay you? 

Laer . Idoeconfeft. 

King. Our fonne fhall winne. 

Qxee. Hce’s fat and fcant of breath. 

Hcere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes. 

The Qjeene carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet > ; 

H am. Good Madam. i - 

King . Gertrard,Aoc not drinke. 

Quec. I willmyLord,I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late; 

Ham. I dare not drirrkey ec Madam, by and by. 

Qu?e. Comc,let me wipe thy face. 

Laer . My Lord, lie hit him now. 

King % Idoenotthink’t. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my confidence, 

H am. Com for the third Laertes ,yoti doe but dally , 

I pray you paflfe with your beft violence 
I am furc you make a wanton of me* 

L*er. Say you fo come on. 

Oflr . Nothing neither way* , • ■ .*« • * 

i Laer. Hauc at yoiinow. 

King. PaK them, they are incenft# 

H am. Nay come againc# 

Odr. Looke totheQueeneth^re hpe. 

H ora. They bleed on both fides ; how is it my Lord^ 

Oflr. Hofti RLacres? , , 

J*aer. Why as a woodcock to mine owne Jprindgc.O/?w<L 
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Fnnce of Vemnarke. 

% , J L«y kild with mine owne treachery. 

1 Haw/ How does the Qucene ? 
xri.-u sHc founds to fee them bleed 
S No no, the drink,che drinke, O tny dcarcH mix ! 

TlTdrinke.tbe drinke, I am poyfned. 

£ 0 villanie ! hot let the do.ebelock t, 

T ”lt" y i’t hteeie°H«>»/«, thouart dime, 

JJomedcin in the weld can do thee good, 
lathee there is not halfe an homes 1 , 

The treacherous inftrument iS in my hand 

Vabatcd and enttenotn'd, the oniepraa,fe 

vt OpX/refiieaW”^ 1 * 

H i. Here thou inceftious damned Dane, 

Drinke of this potion, is the Onixc heere . 

^^^tisap^erdbyhin,^ 

^'Knmakejheefreeofi^^ve.hen 

I am dead Horatio , wretch cd Qf cene ^ d '? ‘ 

You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes, or audience to this att. 

Had I buttime as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is firi6l in his arreft. O I could tell you . 

But let it be ; Horaf/fllamdead, 

Thou liueft, report me aad my caufc aright 
To the vnfatisfied. 

Worn, Neuer beleeue it; 

I am more an antikeRomane then a Dane, 

Hccre’s yet. fome liquor left. 

Ham. Asth’artaroan _ 

Giuemethe cup, let goe.bvheauen lie hate* 
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